Rgloga tertia.

7 Pleafaunt wether Condon,

and fytte to kepe the fyelde,
This moonehath brought, heard you the birds

what ioyfull tunes they yeld?
) Loe : how the ludie lambes do courfe,
whom fpring time heate doth pricke
Beholde againe, the aged Yewes,

with bouncinge leapes do kicke,
Am on [g] ft them all, what ayles thy ramme,

to halte fo muche behynde,
Some fore mifchaunce, hath him befaln

or els fome griefe of minde,
For wonte he was, of flomacke lloute

and courage hye to be,
Arid looked proude, amongfl ye flocke,

and none fo flout as he.
Cor.        A great mifhap, and griefe of mynde,

is him befalne of late,
Which caufeth him, againft his wyll,

to lofe his olde eftate.
A luftie flocke hath Zffirus,

that him Dametas gaue,
Dametas he, that Martir died,

whofe foule the heaue[n]s haue,
And in this flocke, full many Yewes

of pleafaunte forme do goe,
with them a mighty Ramme doth ronne,

that workes all Woers woe.
My Ramme, when he the pleafaunt dames.
had vewed rounde aboute,